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Summary: 


They’re here looking for a third person for the night, a bit of fun 
every now and then. It’s not always easy, she tells him, finding 
someone who’s around their age and up for two partners. Tonight’s 
been particularly difficult. Steve taps his fingers on the table once, 
twice, thoughts swirling around his head. 


bye bye miss american pie 
Author's Note: 


Day 4: Help I'm being hit on at a bar please be my 
fake boyfriend for a second 


So this got angstier than I intended for a like, 900 
word fic. Might write a follow up to it someday, I 
have a few ideas. 


The lights on the sign outside the bar flicker neon green and blue. It’s 
an hour out of Hawkins, in a slightly larger town. He drove the 
backroads to get here, watching the dark trees passing by. 


He’s heard stories. Whispers around town about the bars that cater to 
them. Clubs where people can be found in the shadows, men with 
men and women with women. The places where boys can wear 
makeup. Women can look like men. Anyone can be whatever they 
want, with whoever they want, and there’s no judgement. 


Gravel crunches under his tires as he pulls up, hands clenched on the 
wheel, knuckles turning white. If anyone knew he was here...if it got 
back to his father... 


Steve turns the car off and goes inside. 


Some lively country tune is playing over the speakers, the dance floor 
filled with happy couples. People stand around the fringes, talking 
and smoking and drinking. There’s tables arranged on a higher level, 
and the bar against the left wall is filled with people. 


“Id?” Asks a man sitting on a stool by the doorway, his hat low over 
his eyes and his boots propped up on a chair as he plays solitaire in 
his lap. Steve fumbles for his wallet and pulls out his license, 
carefully holding his finger over the section that states he's not quite 
21 yet. The man stares at it, then up at him, sighing and waving him 
on. “Have fun, kid, don’t be stupid.” 


Steve nods and slips into the crowd. 


It’s different here. He’s been to a bar once or twice before, in the days 
of his popularity at school, when Tommy H dragged him along. It 
had always ended with him dragging his drunk friend home, the 
night wasted on watching him chat up every girl in the place. Those 
days are over though. 


Steve leans against the railing, his eyes trailing over the crowd. 
Everyone here seems so free, so beautiful. He feels a hand on his 
shoulder. 


It’s a young man, probably no more than 3 years his senior. He’s 
everything Steve’s father has told him to watch out for—one of those 
troublesome punks wrapped in slogans and leather, glittering metal 
studded across his clothing and face. Steve is drawn to him, returning 
the flirty smile and leaning closer, turning on the charm that has girls 
falling at his feet. 


He almost follows the man outside until something catches his eye. 
He’s not sure what it it was, but something has him turning his head 
as he passes by the bar. Nancy Wheeler is there. It stops him in his 
tracks. 


A quick apology, a promise to find him later that's forgotten as soon 
as it's spoken, and Steve is slipping away from the man to find out 
what his ex-girlfriend is doing in a place like this. She’s at the bar, 
her hair down and dress shimmering in the lights. She’s talking to a 
guy, a much older one, and glancing away every few seconds, as if 
searching for someone else. It’s only from years of knowing her that 
Steve sees the tension in her shoulders, the way she’s leaning away 
from him every so slightly. He makes a split second decision. 


“Hey babe,” he says and slings an arm around her waist. Surprise 
crosses her face, then relief. 


“This the boyfriend you were talking about?” The man says, looking 
him over. Steve cringes a little at the gleam in his eye. This man is 
old enough to be his father. “Natalie said you two’re looking for 
younger people, shame you won’t reconsider.” 


“Right,” Steve says, because what else can he say to that? He looks to 
Nancy, knows she’s seeing the questions racing through his head, and 


she promises answers as she says goodbye to the man and pulls him 
away. 


There’s a table in the back corner, and Steve isn’t as surprised as he 
thought he’d be to see Jonathan sitting there as they approach. He 
looks up from chatting with a girl in a stunning pair of red cowboy 
boots that Steve wants in his size, and sees the same shock Nancy 
had. Nancy sits him down, dismisses the girl, and tells Steve 
everything. 


They’re here looking for a third person for the night, a bit of fun 
every now and then. It’s not always easy, she tells him, finding 
someone who’s around their age and up for two partners. Tonight’s 
been particularly difficult. Steve taps his fingers on the table once, 
twice, thoughts swirling around his head. 


They’ve already seen him here. They already have ammunition to 
take back to his father, ruin his life. He remembers how nice it had 
been with Nancy, wonders what it would be like to have one more 
night with her. Jonathan’s not unattractive either, and Steve 
remembers those couple of weeks in sophomore year, staring at him 
from behind in History class before he’d switched to Mr. Barnes. 


Before he can think too much on it, let the panic sit in and end this 
night before it’s begun, he stands up, pulls his car keys out, and asks 
where to go. If he doesn’t think about it too much, the longing won’t 
set in, the ache won’t come in the morning. 


Their bodies are warm against his and he leaves before they wake. 
It’s easier this way, for them and for him. 


